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Intro Bus' 

Greetings and welcome to the fourth issue of Knuckle Sandwich. Once again, 
raging hormones and my new found abilities at cultivating increasingly 
bizarre nervous tics have prevented me from publishing it for quite a while, 
so please forgive my lateness. Those who feel disturbed over the untimely 
demise of the Nation of Ulysses will be pleased to know that they have 
decided to form a new band, 

who will wear pizza delivery boy uniforms and perform solely on 


the backs of flat bed trucks doing 85 in 15 mph residential areas in attempts to | 


get their large cheese with anchovy booty to their customers before the 30 
minute limit.. At any rate, I certainly hope that that bulbous lump of flesh 
underneath your chin ceases to quiver like Mel Torme's bloated belly every 
time you attempt to sing "Let's put the X in Sex/Love's like a muscle and you 
make me want to flex." Will anyone tell me the precise meaning of the mind 
boggling phrase "Eat my Fuck?" Thank you. 
Back Issues available for $1 ppd: 

#1-The ever lovin’ beginning. 

Closing of the Safari, Christian 

hardcore, Geek interview, etc. 

#2- Guide to Scumrags, Sassiest Boy 

application, Napalm Death, Superchunk 

interviews, etc. 

#3- Sword swallower and tattooed lady 

interviews, Steve and Marty's romance, 

Melvins interview 
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Consumer Reports is a 
publication that has always 
intrigued and puzzled me in its 
continual use of the word “fatty” 
in describing everything from the 
smell of an all natural papaya, 
pomegranate, fig juice and 
cabbage extract shampoo to the 
impact a Snowboard laden Suzuki 
Samurai makes upon sideways 
impact with the ground, its nipple- 
hke red dot/black dot ratings 
system and its team of ratings 
experts who apparently find the 
act of repeatedly banging objects 
with hammers to not only be 
worthwhile occupational pastimes 
but also accurate determinants of 
a product's worthiness of being 
placed next to the Dr. -Woog's 
Penodontal System and extra 
Bushy Chia Pet in the average 
Consumer Reports reading 
‘amily's household. Apparently, 
they believe that their training in 
the CU school of blunt instrument 
bludgeoning has given them the 
special eye that it takes to 
ascertain both a product's safety 
and its practical value in the 
American marketplace, ignoring 
aspects that might raise it above 
mere practicality to the level of 
*ntertainment- for example, 
nving poor reviews to lawn 
nowers because of a few Accounts 
of Lawn Boy inflicted 
lismemberment reported to them 
rom various lawn jockey 
veighborhoods ending with the 
vord “Gardens” across suburban 

ISA. In their all consuming quest 
o determine the “best” food 
orocessor or the “most efficient” 
vashing machine/dildo tenderizer,” 
he flameproof suit clad Consumer 
Reporters have passed over what 
s quite possibly the most 
ippealing aspect of any home 
ippliance: its ability to 
nalfunction. Anyone who has 
wer had a faulty vacuum cleaner 
hort circuit and set the 
urrounding rug into a blazing 
‘lectrical inferno or an automatie 
nilking machine begin to shoot 
rothy milk into the spittoon at the 
ther end of the barn can attest to 
he fact that malfunctioning 
nstruments are infinitely more 
njoyable than safe, boring 
ppliances which get the job dohe 
atend up heing just as exciting 
ease asa Fabulous 


hunderbirds coffee mug bought 
t some Fan Of Really Bad Fat 


Rock band’s garage sale for a mere 
two bits. House work and hfe in 
general are infinitely more boring 
when safety is assured- mashing 
potatoes in the Cuisinart is simply 
mashing potatoes in the Cuisinart, 
not a life or death struggle with 
the machine which creates 
„adrenaline levels similar to those 
felt in mating brawls with a 
rapidly-becoming-erect Mr. T. 
Even children’s toys, usually the 
most fretted over products in 
terms of safety, are boring without 
the special added danger element 
provided by the possibility of 
grievous injury. Why, back when I 
was a kid, we didn't have these , 
Special little safety features that 


-~ kept us from hurtin’ ourselves- 


only toys we had was our gun, our 
Buck knife, and our special 
camouflage painted set of Lawn 
Darts to while away the hours in 
between slopping the hogs and 
standing around in a circle ina 
circle and spitting. And now these 
kids are worried about some little 
piece that might fall off and be 
swallowed by some orally fixated 
little rapscallion- ptooie. I know 
perfectly well that, were I a kid 
again, I wouldn't be playing with 
anything that didn’t have a 10 
inch blade, mouth sized 
detachable plastic gun or long, 
cylindrical spike. No wonder 
these kids today are such weak 
willed, lily livered yellow bellied 


running dog bastards afraid to 
even lift a finger in defense of 
their motherland- they can’t even 
play with a good old’ fashioned 
“Just Like Pa's” brand plastic Uzi 


‘ without it getting caught in their 


tracheas or lodged in their weak, 
Frosted Flake and Ramen Noodle 
engorged stomach cavities. Even 
roller coasters, supposedly the 
Most exciting and death defying of 
modern entertainment, fail to 
create anything close to the sheer 
white knuckle terror that being in 
possession of a good ol’ fashioned 
broken bottle can bring to a young 
boy's life. Roller coasters are for 
the most part dull, feeble in their 
attempts to make the rider 
convince himself of his fear of an 
accident which he is assured will 
never actually occur- much like 
watching a Jean Claude Van 


Damme movie in the safety of a 
urine free suburban tenplex lacks 
the certain adrenaline pushing 
quality that is provided by the 
ambiance of a ghetto “Kick da 
motherfucker in da ass wit' dem 
boots” type negro hut, safe, 
Consumer Safety approved roller 
coasters lack that certain savoir 
faire that it takes to to have a life 
changing, rocking god time.. It is 
in this spirit that I present the 
world's first guide to unsafe roller 
coasters and amusement parks. 


wa Sone 


Unsafe 
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Hellhole-at Coney Island, NYC- 
No other ride that | have yet come 
across has combined in such an 
eloquent manner brilliant decor, 
utling and packs ing as the 
Hellhole. Immediately eye and ear 
catching due to its gigantic bulging 
crotched red plasticene devil 
perched atop the heads of a 
thousand frozen-in-a-scream 
model humans, gargantuan 
broadway marquee style light 
bulbs spelling out “Hellhole” above 
its head and boomin’ system 
blaring out tortured human voices 
screaming "Help me", "Make it 
stop and "Oh God, it hurts so 
bad", the Hellhole provides an 
ultimate example of brilliantly 
unsubtle advertising and creates 
somewhat of a tough act for the 
nde itself to follow. It does, 
however, manage to live up to its 
moniker While at first glance 
appearing to be a simple g-force 
principle operating drying machine 
spinner tide. wherein riders backet 
against a wall are spun around 
until pinned, the hole swiftly turns 
into a nightmare straight out of “The 
Right Stutt” as the apparently 
amphetamine crazed operator 
continues Spinning the machine 
until riders such as myself are 
pade nearly two dimensional, 
Unable to move any muscle or, 
actually, breathe. After a few tense 
moments in which the rider has his 
first opportunity to touch the back c 
his skull with his nose, the driver 
gradually slows down the machine 

he rider thanks the driver and 
leaves the Hole feeling refreshed 
renewed in vigor, more alive then 
he has probably felt in ages, 
skipping with glee across the 
threshold, a joyous ditty escapini 
from his lips due to the wonder o! 
the Hellhole's boundary crossing 
combination of pain, entertainment 
and Catholic guilt. The ‘hole 
serves as a wonderful substitute for 
all those who felt that their latest 


-session of self flagellation lacked 


somewhat of the redemption- 
providing pinache that those who 
are not actually feeling the pain 
inflicled, or those who are 
disgruntled employees of the 


< amusement park system, can 


provide. After a few spins on the 
hellhole, any thought of their souls 
burning for all eternity can be 
banished 

Swingy Dink-Eugene, OR- 
Though not quite as physically 
punishing as the Hellhole, the 
Swingy Dink should manage to 
entertain all those who ever 
wondered in their days on the 


mingset, if it was possible to go all 
\@ way around the top bar. Those 
n that faithful day in 1959 
tanaged to find out- the hard way. 
then a group of 20 students 
ecided to hop on the ride, they 

ad no idea that buried within its 
perating system was a gaggle of 
apidly copulating cicadas, 
ttracted during their blooming 

ear to the stench of a rotting beef 
ologna sandwich left thera earlier 
y the maintenance man. The ride 
regan normally enough, as the 
tudents took their seats and the 
ide began to spin around, slowly 
it first, then with a speed that 
yradually lifted them up and 
sutwards into the crisp autumn air. 
3ut as the riders became air born, 
hey noticed something strange, 
aerle, even: avery third rotation 
hair cars would take a sharp dip 
jJownwards, then upwards, 
accompanied by a sharp cracking 
yoise from the spinning fulchrum of 
he machine. They dismissed it for 
a short while as simply a new 
addition to the ride, a new bonus 
scare for the dollar, But soon the 
chairs began to weave up and 
down menacingly, as dolphins 
jumping through the water, and the 
nde sped to dangerous new limits, 
causing the riders to feel hot tinges 
of pain in their scalp as their 
clothes molded themselves tightly 
to the face ol their bodies. 
Screams of desperation were 
heard {rom below as others in the 
park began to realize what was 
happening; the operator, 
scrambling madly, tried to slow 
down the central unit, only to 
discover that it had no effect. 
Comprehending the desperate 
situation, he reached for the red 
emergency button and pushed it, 
causing the ride to stop suddenly 
enough that 5 people were hurled 
from their chairs. The cicadas had 
managed, in their amorous 
activities, to short circuit two wires 
controlling the electric lock and the 
speed limit of the tulchrum. Now 
cured of its ailments, this ride is 
clearly pertect for insectophobes 
and all others who wish to conquer 
their bothersome fear of such 
things as death. 

Serbian Twister- Waterproof, 
AZ- Jim and Pauly had come to the 
carnival that day in hopes of 
renewing their formerly tight bonds 
of mutual love, respect and 
affection, loosened following a 
slight marital spat involving Jim's 


refusal to bear children for a period . 


of 10 years, due to his strong beliet 
in genetic planning. Apparently, 


aough the details of their personal 
wes are sketchy, Jim had 
Jemanded that Pauly produce a 
dicture of the last three generations 
of her family in accordance with his 
wishes to insure that no visible 
birlh defects were present in the 
gene pool in which he was about to 
invest his precious chromosomes. 
Spotting a harelip almost 
concealed by a small smudge on. 
the third cousin of Pauly in a 
nuclear family portrait, Jim became 
incensed and ran screaming from 
the house, babbting nonsensically 
about the fate of his future family if 
t were besmirched by the “tainted” 
genes of Pauly's weak pool. In 
perhaps a prelude to his future 
“ebaving, Jim then araccedad to 


take the family axe and cut down 
the tree in front of the house, 
landing it on top of the backyard 
swingset. After a brief discussion 
of their mutual feelings and a 
planting of a new sapling, the 
couple resolved to attend the 
carnival, the traditional place of 


+ matrimonial reappraisal. In an 


effort to woo the love they once 
held back to the surface, Jim chose 


- to express the considerable skills 


he had developed in his many 
hours spent tossing cards into hats 
from his La-Z-Boy and make the 
gal of his dreams into the one thing 
she had wished to be all her life: 
the owner of an officially licensed 
Motley Crue mirror. Taking the ball 
at the Papa Smurf Bean bag toss 


and aiming caretully, Jim put all the - 


strength and marksmanship he had 
developed in his many years at the 
heim of the Zenith remote control 
and sent it flying through the mouth 
of the Smurfy One. Leaping for joy 
over his victory, he immediately 
selected what he and Pauly had 
most often discussed in their post- 
coital quality time as being the one 
mirror which wouid make their 
house into a home,their neighbors 
into biterly envious fiends and their 
no class lives into suave, classy 
affairs. What he failed to notice 
was the lack of an official Motley 
Crue Fiend club imprint which 
would guarantee its authenticity, an 
absence duly noted by his more 
astute significant other, who 
immediately noted the unflattering 
attire and pose of Nikki Sixx in its 
upper right hand corner and 
smashed the mirror to the ground 
in a fit of rage and despair, running 


desperately into the waiting arms of By 


the Ferris Wheet Barker, who had 
earlier that day patted her rump 
and stated with a sly grin, Hey 
there, little dumplin’- it is ok if | call 


ou little dumplin'- how would you 
ike to be my woman now?", a 
zome on which she found 
tresistable enough to break even 
1er iron clad will and devotion to 


_ her man. Now furious with rage, 


Jim seethed his way home and 
‘swore revenge on both his 
deceiving wife and the slimy barker 
who now held her in his 
preasepaiat coated hands. Making 


Jim grabbed several of his favorite 


AS I oe 


is way to his backyard tool shed, ; 


Gordless power tools, dubbed f 
names such as "Sparky", as well as , 
a few more blunt instruments and 
roceeded to return to the carnival 

in the dead of night to avenge his 
lost honor in the only way he knew 
‘how: booby trapping the ferris 

' wheel and causing the deaths of 
hundreds. Jim made his way to the . 
ferris wheel and, utilizing his 
corresepondence school learned 

i: knowledge of turbine mechanics, 
proceeded to strip the wheel of its 

` most crucial nuts and bolts, making 
certain that any motion would 
cause the immediate detachment 
of the wheel from its base. The 
next day, as carnival goers 
streamed onto the ferris wheel, it 
began to fulfill the duties 
prescribed to it by Jim ang rolled 
forward off of its base through the 
carnival grounds, creating a human 
“grind-o-matic” which succeeded in 
Killing everyone on board the ferris 
wheel at the time as well as afew 
who had the misfortune to be 
standing nearby. Pau and the 
barker, however, were tortunate 
enogh to have been making out in 
the back of the hot dog booth 
directly behind the wheel's 
trajectory the time, avoiding Ihe tate 

: destined to them by Jim, who later 
killed himself by repeatedly 
applying sizzling electrodes to the 
sensitive webbed areas bẹtween 
his fingers. 


4 


Big Head Land- Indiana- 

The fabled Big Head explosion of . 
1982 produced the most famed of 
all amusement park disasters. A 
group of burglars decided to rob the 


~ Tallahassee amusement park, 


certain that the best disguise would 
be the big headed animal costumes 
of the park's employees. After 
robbing the main cash area, they 
proceeded for unknown reasons to 
ride the kiddie roller coaster at the 
far end of the park, ignoring the 
height limit imposed on riders. 
Holding their arms outstretched, 
though not above the limits of their 
big heads, they rode down the semi 
steep incline screaming joyously in 
celebration of their newly ill gotten 
booty until their oversized mouse | 
heads smashed into the top of the 
tunnel, causing their leader to be 
thrown from his car onto the 
ground below. 


Interviewing Lisa Suckdog was one 
of my primary goals from the very 
conception of Knuckle Sandwich. | 
began corresponding with her aftar 
purchasing her record "Drugs Are 
Nice” on impulse from the dusty ip 
bins of Otsson's books and records 
in Old Town, Alexandria 
approximately two years ago, and 
had kept in fairly unsteady contact 
with her, drawing a couple of 
cartoons for Rollerderby and setting 
up several possible interview dates, 
none of which came to bear any 
fruit, until this day in August, 1992 
when | went to see her revitalized 
Suckdog troupe perform at the 
mystically hip 15 Minutes club in 
Washington, DC. Opening up were 
the self proclaimed “utterly 
blasphemous” Christ on Crack, 
who, judging from their pre- 
professional haircuts and three days 
worth of stubble on their cleft- 
chinned, square jawed faces, must 
have come directly from a Kappa 
Kappa Nu Theta goldfish 
swallowing, phone booth stuffing, 
beer goggling and group pledge 
spanking extravaganza or from a 
hearty round of drunk driving and 
yelling “Hey, fag! at pedestrians to 
play this one show before heading 
off to their Young Alcoholic 
Republican and Future Wife- 
Beaters of America club meetings. 
Fortunately, Suckdog's performance 
far made up for COC's jockular 
ameness and | wound up 
nterviewing Lisa on a constantly 
collapsing army cot in someone's 
group nest in DC while various 
igures wandered in and about. 
Present during most or all of the 
nterview were myself (S), Lisa (L). 
one Brian Doherty (B)from Florida o! 
Surrender zine fame and Yari (Y), 
rom Pennsylvania, Also present 
during some of the interview was 
Darcy Megan S. (D). We join the 
nlerview in medias res. 


-.(Singing)Start the tape, and let it 
oooll. Go, Matt. C'mon, you have 
dlenty of time to think of it. 

Hi Yari! Do you have any 
questions, Yari? 

Y:No, but I'll interject when | want tc 
say something. Are you going to 
oring Cheetah with you to 
Zalifornia? 

-:l'm trying to get somebody to 
xing her to me. | have two 
arospects of who can bring her into 


California. Or else I'll come back for 0 


her. She's worth $400 for a plane 
ticket 
Y:Is your mom going to miss you in 
your new home? 
{My mom? No.. 
Y:She's going to have to come and 
check out your new apariment, and 
when she comes to see you she 
can bring Cheetah. 
L:Yari, I'm older than you, my mom 
doesn't need to check on me 
anymore. Young Yari. Does your 
mom check on you? 
Y:Well, she should. 
L:Well, you know those European 
families, Yari, they stick together. 
There's mean Dave. Dave, you're 
mean. 
Dave:Lisa, what happened to your 
eye? 
tJean-Louis punched me. 
Dave:Who? Costes? 
(He leaves) 
L:Dave! Came here! Don't beat up 
my husband, Ask a question, Matt 
S:During what period of your life 
were you most miserable? 
L:Seventh grade. 
S:What did you do? 
L: I skipped school as much as } 
possibly could. My mom helped 
me, because she felt bad cause | 
cried every day, and 1 was so ugly 
twas an ugly seventh grader. And | 
would come home, or not even go, 
and į would read Harlequin 
romances constantly. And | was so 
hard up, all | wanted to do was get 
laid, and no one would even look at 
me. twas the ugliest seventh 
grader in the whole school, it was 
awtul. So, | read the Harlequin 
romances, | read a Harlequin 
romance a day. | bought them at 
the used book store for ten cents a 
piece. | especially liked the ones 
where the girl was blind. Those 
were especially sexually exciting. 
Y:I always wondered what's in 
Harlequin romances.. 
L:They’re this total formula love 
story where they have this 
misunderstanding and the guy is 
really brutal and the girl is 18 years 
old and virginal. But | like the ones 
where the girl is 30 years old and 
not virginal and blind, and the man 
is a jerk; those were my favorites. | 


searched them out and when I'd find 


them I'd just cream my 12 year old 
jeans, And | didn’t even get laid ‘til 
3 years later. Brian's upset. They 


don't have Harlequin romances in 
Florida. Go ahead, Matt. 

S:My friend bought some of those 
cheap 60's sex novels where they 
had beatniks that, whenever they 
would have orgasms, would go like 
“Oh: Daddy-O!" : 
L:Really? Do you do that, Matt? 
S:Um, no, | can't say I've ever done 
that 

L:How about you, Yari? 

Y:1 yell “Surrender, Dorothy!” 
L:How about you, Mr. Fiorida? Do 
you just grunt? 

B:I yell out for John Foster Dulles. 
L:Now, you have to tell me who that 
is. 

B:He was the secretary of state. 
L:Florida’s a strange place. 

Y:Do you have a lot of fun at your 
shows? x 

L:Yes, I can't believe how tun it was 
This one was the funnest. 
Philadelphia was the funnest until 
this one. 

Y:You got the most bruises at this. 
one, too, Maybe there’s a 
relationship.. 

L:Oh yes, | definitely have fun 
getting bruises. Look at my arm.. 
can | count cuts and bruises? 
Y:Abrasions, anything.. 

L:Ok, 1, 2, 3, 4, can I count that 
one? 

S:No way. | would get that from 
rubbing my nail on my arm. 

L:Ok, 5, 6, 7, 8, don't tell me | can't 
count that, 9, 10, 11, that looks like 
a bite mark, 12, 13.. 13 on one arm. 
14.. 15, or is that just dirt, 16! What 
happened there?! Look at it! 

S:lt looks like a razor.. 

L:Look at that. That's my suicide 
scars. The reason why they're only 
on this half is because | went like 
this and | guess | got more deep as 
I went that way. | did it with a piece 
of glass. 18,19. 19! On my arms 
alone! 

S:I don't think | have any. Um, let 
me see my little notecard here. 
L:(looking at my note card)Oh, no, 
you're not going to ask me about 
Lydia Lunch. What the hell did you 
want to ask me about Lydia Lunch? 
$:1 don't know, | just put it on there. 
L:Well, why did you put it in there? 
S:I don't know.. 

Y:How is she? Have you kissed 
her? 

S:I've never met her. 

8:Can lask you a question about 
food? 

L:Go for it 


B:If you were eating a microwave 
frozen burrito and.. 

L:First of all, 1 wouldn't be. 
B:Everyone | ask says that, but 
please humor me. If you were, and 
you started at the end and it was 
nice and warm and you started to 
get to the center and you found that 
it was still frozen, or at least very 
cold, would you keep eating it or 
would you put it back in the 
microwave to rewarm it? Everyone 
I've talked to’has said they don't eat 
frozen food and they don't eat 
microwave food. Are you one of 
them? 

L:Um, t will fall for the occasional 
frozen food. | dont have a 
microwave, but to answer your 
question | would say yes, | would 
put it back in. | believe in pleasure 
Mr. Florida. | do not believe in 
suffering, though | do come from the 
Northeast. | believe in treating 
myself right. I'm not gonna suffer 
through some cold burrito.out of 
laziness, l'm gonna. I'm gonna do 
what | want. 

Y:1 say eating a cold burrito is no 
more suffering than eating cold ice 
cream. 

L:Have you been drinking tonight, 


+ Yari? 


Y:I had one beer. 

L:Why'd you have one beer? Don't 
ever have one beer- either have 15 
beers or don't have any beers. 
Don't have one beer, ok? Don't be 
polite. 

Y:How about one 40? 

L:Exactly what were you going to 
say about Lydia Lunch? 

S:Nothing, i was just free-form 
associating. 

L:Do I have anything in common 
with Ms. Lunch? 

S:Your hair color. Welt, not really 
Y Well, Lydia used to do a show 
with Henry Rollins where they woulc 
pull people off stage into the back 
room and assault them. 

L:They did that once and then 
talked about it 50 times. 

Y-Well, that’s why people ask you 
about her 

L'Have you seen Henry Rollins 
lately? My God, he's a goddamn 
gorilla. His muscles are the size of 
this room! What happened to him? 
He got so angry! He got so angry 
he lifted the 500 ib. weights. I've 
been lifting weights. 

B:I guess | haven't followed Henry's 
career too closely lately, 


L:Well, | just saw this picture of him 
and | was shocked, it was like the 
Terminator times two. Cause 


Arnold Schwarzenegger lost weight, 


and that means he lost muscles, 
and | think | know who he gave 
them to. Me! Look at that! (she 
flexes her muscle). Feel that. That 
may be small, but feel it. Try to 
squish it and you can't. It's hard, 
isn't it? 

S:Yeah. Rock hard. 

L:Let's see yours, Yari. Wow, he’s 
got a pulsing one! Oh my God! 
S:That's a pretty spazmatic muscle 
there, 

L:Where'd you get that, Yari? 
Y:Get what? 

L:That.. pulsing muscle. 

YJ shake ail over. It's not a muscle, 
it's a big bug that lives under my 
skin and just wiggles all around. 
S:Oh, did you hear about that girl 
who was sleeping in Africa 
somewhere and a big bug crawled 
up her nose and laid all these eggs. 
L:Yes, and they all came out of her 
eyes.. 

S:And her cheek 

L:Ants. 

S:Yeah, in the middle of a class and 
she started scratching her cheek 
and all these ants came out. 
B:Wow. That's horrific. 

L:That was in World, Weekly World 
News. 

Y:I wish that happened to someone 
l knew. 

L:How oid are you, Brian? 

B24 

L:You're the oldest one in the room! 
You were born six months before | 
was. Were you planned? 

B:Was I planned? | assume l was; 
i don't have any reason to think 
differently. | 
L:i think you'd better call them and 
find out right now. Man, am] 
thirsty. What's that? 

Y:it's an antenna. 

L:He's quiet, but he carries a big 
antenna, Boy, | wish | had this in 
the show. 

S:You carry this on you? 

L:No, he found it. 

Y:Didn't Darcy have a.. 

L:Riding crop? Yeah. 

S:Does she ride horses? 

L:No. Did she hit Costes hard? 
She's supposed to hit him hard. But 
think she's afraid of Killing him. 
That's why | hit him hard. 

L:(To Brian)Did you have an 
operation on your throat? 


8:1 had a tracheotomy. 

L:Really? What happened? 

B:I was paralyzed and they had to 
stick a breathing apparatus down 
my throat. | had this disease called 
Guillons Baret Syndrome. 

L:What's that mean? 

B:It doesn't mean anything, it's just 
one of these sort of.. It's just named 
after the guy who discovered it. It's 
one of these rare sort of soap opera 
type diseases that people in soap 
operas get. 

L:Well, what happened? 

B:Well, do you remember the 
system is covered in this fatty layer 
called the myelin that transfers the 
signals from your brain. Well, you 
get the virus and it eats away at the 
fatty sheath, so your brain can't 
transmit signals to your nerves 
anymore. And so you become 
paralyzed. 

L:Did it happen slowly, or all at 
once? 

B:It happened over the course of 3 
days. Do you want to know the 
warning signs, are you a 
hypochondriae who likes to worry 
that bad things are happening to 
them? 

Lim not a hypochondriac, but go 
ahead. 

B:It starts, you'll be eating, and 
you'll feet this weird tingling in your 
mouth, that's day one. On day two 
you'll feel really dizzy, and then the 
night of day two you'll get real bad 
vertigo and you won't be able to 
Stand up straight and your vision will 
Start to split. And then by day three 
you should go to a hospital, where 
they'll try to tell you you're on drugs, 
which you're not, or try to tell you 
you're just under stress, which you 
weren't until this started to happen. 
And then by the fourth day you're in 
the hospital bed and you can't really 
move and then by the fifth day you 
can't breathe and they have to trach 
you and put you on a great big 
breathing machine. 

L:How old were you? 

B:I was 18. | was in college, during 
finals week. 

Y:How did they fix that? 

B:They don't fix it, there's no cure, 
it's like your myelin gets eaten and 
then it grows back and however 
long it takes for it grow back, you're 
paralyzed. 

$:And then does it come back 
again, and then you're paralyzed 
again? 
B:I don't believe it has ever been 
known to recur. If you ever want to 
read a book about it, Joseph Heller 
the guy who wrote Catch-22, he 
caught this disease and he wrote a 
book about his experience with it. 

In celebrity land, Andy Griffith also 
has it. You know what you spend 
all your time thinking about when 
you're in bed for six weeks, flat on 
your back? 

L:What? 

B:Well, me at least, food. | had all 
these weird fantasies about eating, 
because | couidn't eat. 

L:Were they feeding you through 


tubes? 


B:Yes, | had seven IV's . But I never 


had to pay for any of it. 

This is my U.S. health care success 
story. In America, you get all the 
health care you need, and then you 
never pay for it. Go to the hospital, 
get your care, and then don't pay. 
L:Bad boy. 

B:I owe them over a hundred 
thousand dollars. 

L:Are you ever going to pay them? - 
B:Oh no, never. | mean, | could 
never possibly pay that. 

(Darcy walks in, sporting a 1930's 
style bathing suit) 

D:This swim suit is from the 30's. 
Y:How did it manage to transmit 
itself 60 years? 

D:Well, you know, like some rich 
lady bought it, and then they didn't 
like it, and they put it in a closet. It 
was for free, though, I got it as a 
present. Isn't that great? 

L:Look at how cut up you are. On 
your shoulder, and on your chest, 
and your.. stigmata, and your 
knees. 

D:And my nose. 

L:Your nose turned purple, and 
mine didnt. 

D:Mine is swollen right here though 
My nose is really swollen. 

L:You have a nice ass, Darcy. | 
never noticed your ass before. You 
should wear tight pants all the time. 
You always wear those dresses, so 
| can never see your ass. 

O:That's why | wear them. | feel 
weird about people looking at my 
ass all the time. 

L:Oh, sorry. 

D:No, it's ok, it's ok, | just am really 
self conscious about it or 
something, for some reason. | just 
don't really like walking down the 
street.. 


Lil's like a magnet. If 1 saw it, | 
would turn around and follow it. I'd 
be hypnotized. 

D:I'd have this train of people 
following my ass, like "Where's she 
going? Where's that magical ass 

going?” All these people are 
marching after me, with flags. Is my 
nose swelling up? It feels like it. 
L:Now what were you going to ask 
me about Lydia Lunch? And why 
did you write that down? Why did 
you write that down, Matt? 

S:I dont know. Iwas just going to 
say “Lydia Lunch?" and you wera 
going to respond. 

L:Why does everyone feel the need 
to tell me about Lydia Lunch? She 
has absolutely nothing to do with 
me. She's a bitter.. Why, 
everywhere | go, am I haunted by 
Lydia Lunch? What happened to 
her sense of humor? She used to 
be funny, and then she got so mad.. 
S:How did you and Darcy hook up? 
D:t sent her a calendar. First, | was 
really, incredibly jealous of her. 
L:She saw my video and she beat 
up her boyfriend for watching it. 

D:I saw the video and we got in a 
huuuge marita! strife over the video, 
and we got in a huuuge argument 
and I ran out the door and Í was 
screaming and yelling about how 


PROP. WHLTMER, 


terrible Lisa was, and how awful.. 1 
was just seething with jealousy, I 
was just so upset and really, really 
mad that Lisa got so much attention. 
L:I love this story. I've heard it 50 
times already, but | could hear it 
again. 

D:1 was just so.. I've never been so 
jealous in my life. And then 1 ended 
up sending her a comic book and 
then she ended up being nice and 
not being mean or anything at all. 
L:It was the best comic book | ever 
saw. - 

D:And then we decided to be really 
good friends. | can't wait till 
tomorrow, I get to go swimming, go 
to museums, luxurious things. If t 
had a choice between getting a 
black eye and getting hit in the 
nose, | would have chosen the black 


aye. 

L:So would |. 
D:Poor Lisa. 
L:I got a swollen lip, too. 

D:Now I'm jealous of that, Lisa. l 
gonna make a fake black eye. 
L:l used to make fake ones. With 
blue and black eye shadow, and 
they'd make yellow. 


D:They're cool. They're pretty hep. 
S:Have you ever gotten in any car 
wrecks? 

L:Every time I take the car out. It's 
true, every time, | can't take the 
car. I don’ drive. I'm wild. | start 
swearing- something comes over 
me. I can't control it. | also get 
reverse and forward mixed up. | do, 
I have problems; when I was in third 
grade | had to go to special classes 
for it. 

Y¥:t didn't think that you'd be taking 
driving courses in third grade. 3 
L:Be quiet, Yari. 

Y:What was the first record that you 
bought? 

L:I bought, "Kentucky road keeps 
turnin’..” something. It's by Elvis 
Presley. 

B:Some rain something.. 

L:Yeah. It's really depressing. This 
preacher man picks him up and he's 
tooking for his girlfriend, “And old 
Kentucky faaaiin..” And he gets all 
wet. Etvis gets all wet. 

B:He gets wet in the Kentucky rain. 
L:And this preacher man picks him 
up and he tells him don't worry. “I 
don't know where she's gone, who 


But | got both. 


m 


“she's runnin’ to, or trom..” That 


song had a lot of influence on me, 
as you can probably tell from the 
Dogtown song. Schameezalz, 
Schamazalz, Hotsenpep 


corporated, WE rë yotida UU it, 

Jogtown, here we come. It's the 

ame thing; Dogtown, where the 

ogs run free. 

3:What do they say? 
“Schameezalz, Schamazalz. 

3:1 thought it was Lafeezalz, 
.afazalz or something. 

-Don't pay too close attention to 
hat, Matt. 

3:1 think it's important. 

f:l can find out the exact words for 
tou, because | know someone who 
works for an answering service for 
Shirley. 

L:Really? What's she up to these 
days? 

B:She's satanic or something, isn't 
she? | read some book that said 
she was a member of the satanic 
church or something. 

Y:No, she’s really nice. Oh, 
actually, | know Laverne, not 
Shirley. 

B:Oh, Laverne is Pegg Marshall. 
L:That's where I got my "L" from. 1 
have my Laverne “L.” But I'm Lisa, 
it's my Lisa “L.” But it's the same 
way. Cause she always had those 
ag "L™s. What I really want is a big 
necklace that says “Lisa”, but | can 
never find one cause they're always 
sold out, cause there ara so many 
Lisa's. 
S:You should get one of those big 
tings that spells it out over your 
<nuckles. 
Y:Who was that woman you were 
talking to on the way out of the 
show who said she didn't like your 
show but she didn't hate it. 
L:She didn't say that she didn't like 
it, 
S:I think she was deep. 
B:Yeah, she was trying to be deep. 
She wanted to figure out what was 
troubling you. 
L:I thought she was really sexy. 
She looked like she would taik the 
whole way through, Doesn't she, 
like she would be saying all this dirty 
stuff the whole time you're having 
sex with her, all the way through, all 
this dirty stuff that you can't believe 
she's saying. 
B:I think she wanted to understand 
you better. 
L:She said she didn't want my 
address, so | gave it to her 
boyfriend to give to her. Her 
boyfriend was about 30 years 
younger than she was. He was a.. 
willy. He was, he must be her 
slave. I hope she calls me. 
S:What's the worst dream you've 
ever had? 
L:Well, the worst dream | had was 
when | was six. it was about a 
rollercoaster with all these monsters 
on it, it went down into hell, and 
there was a prince there, and ! tried 
to escape, and I was the devil's 
bride, and my boyfriend who was a 
prince gol hanged, and the devil did 
tto make me upset, and I got 
upset, cause he was in front of me 
and his face was blue, so then | 
knew | was gonna be evil. That was 
when | was six, so that was the 
worst. And that’s when | staned 
writing cause | made a play out of 


AUTOASSASSINOPHILIA: a 


condition which requires th 

staging of one's own maso- 

chistic murder to obtain 
ousai or orgasm. 


Ahat. 
S:How long was it? 
L:I never finished it. It was about 
two paragraphs. Then lhad to go 
swimming. 
S:What do you usually dream 
about? 
L:1 always have horrible, violent, 
bloody dreams. ido. No, actually, 
no, t haven't lately. For about a 
year | had horrible, bloody, violent 
awful dreams every night about my 


twin sister, who was evil and bloody. 
She was eternally bloody, she 
always had blood all over her, 
cause she was the fetus that got 
aborted. We were gonna be twins, 
and my mother couldn't take care of 
both of us, so she aborted my sister, 
and | kept her in the attic, and she 
lived up in the attic, she was really 
small, but she threw this big 
shadow, and she killed everyone by 
suffocating them with her 
bloodiness. And | always loved this 
guy who was an english teacher, 
and he had an aerobics girlfriend, 
and he liked her cause she was 
natural, and | wasn't natural; and my 
bloody sister suffocated them both. 
| had that dream ail the time 

$:You have that dream all the time? 
L:I had it. Then | got over it about 
two months ago, and I've been 
happy ever since. 

S:So what do you dream about 
now? 

L:Just really boring things. Like, 
counting raisins and stuff. Last 
night | had a dream about peaches. 
Biting into a big, juicy peach. And 
then i woke up and did it. That's the 
end of my dreams. 

D:(from other room)Lisa! Jean- 
Louis asked me what the definition 
of a spaz was, and ! said that you're 
a spaz. 

L:Darcy! You've gotta stop 
complementing me 

{cot collapses once again) 

S:I thought this was army issue. | 
thought with all those army men, 
having sex, they would have made 
firmer cots. 

L: They go on leave to hotels. 
Y:How do you get when you don't 
sleep? Cause you said you didn't go 
to bed last night. 


L.A get KING OF Gull ano Goring ana 


- tired, and mean. Iwas mean to 


some guy. | was patronizing. That's 
not funny. | really felt bad about it. 
He asked me if | was going to do 
something sick, and | said “what's 
sick?" and so he started telling me 
what he thought sick was, which 
was something about fucking jews 
up the ass with a crucifix, or 
something like that. And | was just 
really patronizing to him. 

B:I guess you feet bad about it now.. 
D:You know what I think sick is? 
L:When you have the flu. 

D:Yeah, that's pretty sick. What do 
1 think is sick? People who do 


things to animals and children. 
Where's my back pack? 
B:t'm probably leaning against it. 
L:Lift up your arm, Darcy. 
(Lisa points out scars.) 
L:Ooh, helt cat. 
D:Oh, my gosh, Well, you're Hell 
cat but I’m Hello Kitty. | want food. 
| know there's food, this is a house. 
Come with me, and show me some 
food. 
S:You know what I just found out? 
That humans are all female when 
they're first fertilized, and they only 
become male later. 
(Conversation about chromosomes 
ensues, with the general consensus 
‘being that | am mistaken.) 
L:1 just thank God every day that | 
was not cursed with the 
testosterone disease. 
B:it's not that bad being a man, 
Lisa. 
L:I'll have to try it sometime 
B:I mean, 1 don't recommend it, but 
{don’t mind it.. 
L:Would you rather be a girl? 
B:No, I'm just saying l'm happy 
being a man. 
L: I got a man and a man to kiss 
each other that had never kissed 
each other before, in Philadelphia. 
First time ever. | searched all 
around and no one wanted to do it 
and | finally got one guy and then t 
had to search all around to find the 
other. That was in the part, where 
in Philadelpifia | was beating 
averybody, and this time where 
everybody was beating ME! 
Anyway, in Philadelphia there was 
none of that business. | finally 
found the other guy who said “['l do 
it.” So we finally got the two guys 
together, it was so momentous, and 
everybody was standing round in a 
circle and they did it, they even, t 
think, you know.. I think they 
touched tongues, touched the tips 
of their tongues. And everybody 
clapped. isnt that great? They'll 
never forget that in all their lives. 
You never forge! the first time you 
kiss someone of your same sex. It’s 
true. Well, or of the opposite sex, 
either. But there's not much chance 
of getting someone to kiss someone 
of the opposite sex for the first time 
at a show. Someone always does 
that when they're really young. Why 
are you laughing, Matt? 
S:You screamed during the show 
that girls like it when guys lose their 


1 erections. 


t 


L:Yes, that’s nght. It's always a 
battle. The girls are always trying to 
make it last longer than the guys. 
The guys are always trying to.. go 
for the gold so the girls start talking 


' about AIDS and stuff to make the 


guys lose their erections so they 
can start all over again. Atleast 
that's what | do, | don't know about 
all the other ladies. No, you know 
what,though? Girls usually lose 
their virginity when they're 13 or 14- 
1 conducted this poll for the 
Rollerderby and ! was amazed that 
most guys don't lose their virginity 
until they're 18, 19 or 20. t can't 
believe it. Cause all those girls, you 
know, when I was 15 all the girls 1 
knew had had sex, and I felt like 
such a loser. 

Y:Are you sure they weren't just 
lying? ; 

L:No! | mean, you could telt, the 
way they walked. No, you could tell, 
they had that swing that you can't 
get until you've been.. punctured. 
AGY Iwas 20 | dated a 15 year 
old. 

L:Brian'! Now, now.. Well, 14 year 
old girls are kind of equivalent to 20 
year old guys. Did you have a lisp 
when you were young? 

B:Yes. 

L:So did |. | comes out when f'm 
mad. What other problems did | 
have, | had a whole series of them.. 
B:I was a bed wetter til | was about 
13. 

L:I wet the bed, too. ‘ 

S:l didnt. I stfl drool, though. | just 
have mountains of drool on my 
pillow when | wake up. And | 
always have to use my own pillow 
zause I'm afraid that when the 
person takes their pillow back they'll 
put their head on it and will have all 
this spittlestuck to their ears. 

L:I do that, too. 

{Yari and Darcy re-enter with peanut 
butter sandwiches. Darcy attempts 
to read Yari's palm.) 

D:I know how to palm read. ! do. 
Do you have two older brothers? 
Y:Yeah! 

D:See? Do you want to hear me ` 
sing in pig latin? 

(She proceeds to do so, extremely 
well.) 

Y'm just trying to remember if any 
of my pre school teachers were like 
that. | don't think so. 

D:Maybe they were. I'm totally 
different in pre school. | was 18, it 
seems like not that long ago. | was 


very different when | was 18. You 
know what I did when I was 18,4 
moved up to San Franscico and 
lived in a apartment with this boy, 
also named Darcy.. This is a weird 
story, don't get me started. 

Y:You moved up to SF by yourself? 
D:Yeah. It was really scary and 
depressing for awhile. 1don't know 
anyone then, | know a lot of people 
now, and they all hate me. Well, no 
all of them. Five people hate me. 
That's a lot of people to hate you. 
*Lark” does not rhyme with “Henry 
Ford”. I'd like to repeat that. “Lark” 
does not rhyme with "Henry Ford.” 
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Big Deals, 
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Desperate Appeals 
and 
Buckets Full of Wheels 
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The New Music 
Seminar, to all those who have 
never read a music zine 
before, is a hootenanny that 
goes down in New York every 
year for the noble purposes of 
a)giving zine writers 
something to write about, 
b)giving music journalists a 
rare opportunity to discuss 
such matters of crucial 
importance as the precise 
meaning of the phrases “bails 
out r 'n' r” and “This is the 
shit", c)giving bright eyed 
young bands the once in a 
lifetime. chance to get their 
music out to the people who 
count, the ones who can make 
puny little insignificant go 
go/rap/hip hop crossover 
them into the New Sensation 
That's Sweepin' the Nation, 
namely the A&R Huckleberry 
Hound lookalikes, who in all 
likelihood will record over 
the band's carefully packaged 
and shrunk wrapped demos to 
make tapes of themselves and 
their pals laughing 
hysterically, belching and 
making fart noises with their 
armpits in their hotel rooms 
later that night and d)bring 
enough Scotch drinking, gold 
lamé jockey brief sporting 
music biz execs away from 
their smoking jackets, their 
Indochinese mail order brides 
and their faithful cronies 
named “Guido” to revive the 
Big Apple's rapidly 
disappearing doughnut shop 
and all-night donkey show 
business to its formerly 
glorious heights. Though 
generally considered to be a 
schmooze and Fe-fi-fo-fum 
session for the dreaded 
“corporate ogre", the Seminar 
still held a meager amount of 
curiosity for me, largely due 
to accounts by various zine 
editors of lavish amevnts of 


free promo records strewn 
before the feet of all those 
who entered the Seminar's 
sacred floor and of world 
renowned rock stars poking 
their well-coiffed heads 
about. As it turned out, the 
only vaguely promoish object 
thrown my way was a mint 
condition copy of “Reindeer 
Rock '92:Rock from Finland” 
and the only vaguely famed 
celebrity I met was a jerry 
curled, Republican party 
supporting, self proclaimed 
big dicked gangsta rapper; 
still, simply attending to 
satisfy my curiosity was more 
than worth the trouble. My 
position as Simple Machines 
chief slave was quite useful 
in this situation, as I could 
simply tag along with them to 
New York as they went to 
fulfill their duties as 
panelists. 

The first two days in 
New York were somewhat of a 
slow build up to the Seminar 
itself and were highlighted by 
two shows which went down at 
ihe Knitting Factory in New 
Jersey. 
Velocity 
Girl/Tsunami/Lilys/Fud 
ge/Drizzle- Seeing such a 
buttload of ‘indie pop bands 
for one evening's 
entertainment does not 
generally connote in my mind 
a grand time of the highest 
order, perhaps due to less- 
than-fond memories of all day 
8 band hardcore moshathons 
in which the phrases "C'mon 
you pussies! Move up!", "Hey, 
you guys, chill out, all 
right?" and “Hare Krsna! Hare 
Krsna! Buy your neck beads 
and bean ¢urd, sorghum and 
alfalfa sprout yummy treats 
here!" were as commonplace 
as Doc Martens, bomber 
jackets and Lawn Boy scarred 


hands, but more likely due tc 
my, perhaps irrational, fear 
that after listening to five 
hours of such frighteningly 
nice pop music I would begin 
to adopt skipping as my 
primary means of 
transportation, carry 5 foot 
tall candy canes with me and 
sing the theme song from “The 
Lollipop Kids" at all times. 
Fortunately, while pleasant to 
listen to, none of the bands 
turned out to bethat nice, and 
the evening turned out to be 
quite pleasurable. A show 
with such music business 
exploitation potential as this, 
set up somewhat in 
conjunction with the NMS, 
would seem to be a magnet for 
music industrians, and 
indeed as I sat in the back 
selling records I noticed a 
large number of vests rivaling 
for space with the t shirted 
popsters. Strangely, it 
seemed that a number of such 
vests brought in their owners 
distinctive British accents - 
and a fondness for spirits 
tivaled only by that for 7” 
singles, for which they 
shelled out over $60, 
requesting “one of 
everything.” Perhaps these 
inebriated Brits had 

picked up on the media scent 
of Velocity Girl and had 
followed them there like 
braying British Bulldogs to 
capture another glory for Her 
Majesty to discuss around tea 
time or perhaps had somehow 
managed to take a wrong turn 
on their way to a croquet 
match with Mummy and Daddy 
and were now killing time in 
between mutual affirmations 
of the glories of the Boer War 
and lamentations on the loss, 
of Thomas’ muffin shop from 
their homeland. In any case, 
they managed to stay out of 

a 


~ 


trouble, drinking, conversing 
and not whacking one another 
with polo mallets or running 
over African warriors with 
tanks, and the first band, 
Drizzle, appeared. Though 
the band was terrible, their 
music did provide a backdrop 
for one of the more 
interesting events of the 
night. As they played, I 
spotted what appeared to be a 
member of the long hair 
baseball cap turned 
backwards industrial grange 
rocker hipster clan approach 
me with a gleam in his eye 
and a bounce in his walk that 
let me know he was looking 
for more than just to buy a 
record. Halting a foot in front 
of my station, he queried “Do 
you know Bryan?" 

“Bryan? From Compulsiv 
records?” I said, giving the 
"scene" identity of one of the 
Bryans 1 knew. 

"Yeah." 

"I guess so, yeah." 

"Do you know if he's here or 
not?" 

"No, I don't think he could 
make it tonight. Did you want 
to talk to him or.." 

As I said these words, his 
mood, and the entire tone of 
the conversation, changed. No 
longer were we two youthful 
souls engaging in small talk 
while sitting through a boring 
band. His eyes narrowed, his 
brow furrowed, the veins in 
his neck popped out like 
pulsing earth worms as he 
spat out, 

"No, actually I wanted to fuck 
him up the ass.” 

At these words I took a step 
back and mustered the only 
words that could possibly 


give voice to my feelings at 
the time. 


The New Music Seminar, 


"Oh, really? Well, I'm sure 
he'll be sorry he missed 
that.” 
I would soon come to regret 
these words spoken in anger 
when, after staring at me as 
one might a man arrested for 
sniffing little girl's bicycle 
seats, he lit a cigarette and 
proceeded to take the lit 
match and extinguish it on myf 
lower calf. Ignoring the 
stench of my own smoldering 
flesh, I blurted out, "You 
dick! Why'd you do that?" 
Not bothering to give a reply, 
he glared at me one last time 
and faded into the crowd. 
Maybe one day we shall meet 
again on the shores of some 
distant isle, free from the 
foibles of this modern day 
world. I in my kerchief and 
he in his black trenchcoat 
with 100 tabs of acid in one 
pocket and the bill for his 
latest nipple piercing in the 
other will meet at the seaside, 
our bare feet covered in clear 
blue water, our toes tickled 
by the pearl white sand and 

> scurrying by of little 
crabs. Having just gotten off 
work at the record store, the 
only place besides the 
slaughterhouse willing to hire 
those who greet all customer 
inquiries with "Why don't 
you fucking find it yourself, 
asshole?", he will walk up to 
me with that same certain gait 
and stare at me for a moment, 
contemplating. I will see his 
Amphetamine Reptile 
baseball cap covering his we 
shiny unwashed hair, one 
backwards to shield the 
sensitive back of his neck 
from any blinding sun rays, 
the combat boots scuffed from 
daily runs between work and 
the sub shop, the Black Flag 
bar tattoos now carefully 
concealed by tribal designs 


and the eyes, bloodshot from 
one too many nights spent | 
watching "Later with Bob 
Costas", staring at me, as he 
shouts "Do you know Bryan, 
motherfucker?", pulls out a 
flamethrower and singes my 
entire lower body into 
oblivion. 

After pausing 
briefly to reflect on this 
encounter, I returned to 
the evening proved quite a 
satisfying musically. 

Small 
Factory/Versus/Sleepyh 
ad/Eggs/Gigolo 
Aunts/Grenadine- 

Though bands with 
names like "Sleepyhead” and 
song titles like "Play” seem 
most fit to being house bands 
on "Mister Rogers 
Neighborhood", this show was 
as enjoyable as the first. 

These two shows, 
however, were but a prelude 
to the joys of the Seminar 
itself. Wandering inside the 
lobby of the Marquis, I 
observed a number of musical 
types milling about freely 
with fluorescent orange 
shoelaces holding laminated 
cards bearing such crucial 


P 4 needed to land their first big 
break. About me wandered 
high top fade sporting 

selling records and the rest of A 


some Marlboros and sing 
"Achy-Breaky Heart” while 
making S'Mores around an 
open campfire), carrying 
gifts such as demo tapes and 
self portraying inflatable sex 
dolis and wearing knee pads 
to protect themselves from the 
numerous groveling sessions 


rappers, low top fade sporting 
rave dj's and no-top fade 
sporting skinheads comparing 
grades of boot polish and 
hoping that the market for 
bands beginning with the 
word “Youth” had not 
diminished since 1989. 
dullness of this scene was 
broken up by the entry of a 
school bus full of four black 


performing on top of a school 
bus in front of the building 
(surprisingly enough, not 
yelling at the cars behind 
them for not having backstage 
. passes), perhaps hoping they 
could earn a commission to 
write a theme song for the "Be 
Cool, Eat at School” lunch 
program. Playing in front of 


data as the bearer’s name and — the Hotel was one means of 


company, making the place 
seem more like a swim meet or 
a convention of lost dogs than 


the gathering of the suits that; 


it was. Even on this level, a 
trend was noticeable 
concerning the type of 
musician the seminar 
attracted: usually young, 
bearing features exaggerated 
so as to distinctly express 
exactly what type of musical 
genre they represented (for 
example, would-be country 
stars dressed up in full 
cowboy regalia, as if ready to| 
lassoo some doggies, smoke | 


getting their music heard; 

|, others chose to play at one of 
the many “showcases”, 
conveniently situated in the 
same hour on the same night 
in clubs only a hop, skip, 
gunshot and knife wielding 
cracked across the NY city 
landscape away, while still 
others chose to pay hundreds 
of dollars to appear on 
specially designed NMS tapes 
with titles such as “SIGN 
ME!", whose effect is 
somewhat akin to a lovelorn 
bachelor walking into a 
singles bar with a ribbon tied 


leather and six inch heel 4 
hard rockers who apparently 


wished to impress The Man i 


F 


c 
; 


1 
around his dick and the words 


` "TOUCH ME!" written in 


grease paint across his 
buttocks. The band's playing 
apparently had about the 
same effect, as they were 
quickly forcibly dispersed. 
In walking about the 
hotel, I discovered that it was 
divided up so that the first 
seven floors were restricted 
to seminar badge-wearers 
only, while everything above 
was reserved for hotel guests. 
In line with this scheme, the 
escalators were guarded on 
both ends by big 'n' beefy 
security guards who carefully 
scrutinized the badge of each 
person wishing to use the 
escalator, while the elevators 
were forbidden to stop 
between the first and seventh 
floors, making travel between 
floors somewhat difficult for 
those non-badged. 
Fortunately, utilizing the 
elevator's ability to stop on 
the eighth floor and the fire 
law-specified staircases in 
the four corners of the 
building, I was able to make a 
visit to the floors of the 
seminar. Mirrored walls gave 
the place the ambiance of a 
circus funhouse, while video 
screens flashed images of 
unsigned bands, many of 
which, strangely, seemed to 
consist of 10 year old 
children with amazingly 
perfect teeth and hair 
presumably hoping to hop on 
the prepubescent lovers 
bandwagon created by Kris 
Kross, and carry their iambic 
pentametered tales of fifth 
grade love and loss straight to 
the heart of young America. 
After admiring the decor, I 
journeyed towards the day's 
first panet discussion. 
Though supposedly dealing 
with the problem of defining 


the word “alternative”, the 
panel was more interesting in 
its use of another term. 
"Street credibility", a rating, 
I presume, of a band’s ability 
at playing stickball, was the 
"As We in the Biz Like to Say” 
Catch Phrase of the Day and 
eclipsed even the words 
“buzz” and "We only use 
blood to sign our contracts” 
in sheer volume of utterance. 
The term was bandied about 
both in this panel and in 
others, and led me to wonder 
if a contingent of shoe shine 
boys would soon make an 
appearance to give a band-by- 
band rundown of all those 
with questionable street cred 
tatings. Quickly bored, I 
made a hasty flight to the 
stairs and down into the 
convention room, wherein 
representatives from various 
labels attempted to rid 
themselves of their unsold 
stock of Mariah Carey 
cassingles on over eager 
seminar attendees while 
others gave out candy, cake 
and other treats in attempts 
to lure the sugar-desperate 
their way. 

Surprisingly, only on 
the second day was I 
questioned concerning my 
lack of a badge, business 
card, or rapier strut by the 
the black clad NMS Gestapo- 
only then would my less than 
brilliant charade backfire on 
me, resulting in my expulsion 
from the building, which I 
attempted to countermand by 
re entering a few moments 
later, 


An unannounced 
guest. however, would 
momentarily delay my 
entrance. Perhaps it was the 
aura of badassness that oozed 
out of his every pore, perhaps 
the smell of jerry curl 
activator mixed with St. Ides 
malt liquor, KY jelly, gun 
smoke and crack cocaine 
residue that formed the 
essence of his gangsta 
persona, perhaps the bevy of 
leopard skin bikini clad 
girlies shaking their rumps 
in his general direction in 
time with the motion of his 


feet, but somehow I knew that 


the figure standing in the 
doorway of the Marquis 
outlined by the sun's dying 
rays was none other than the 
legendary Eazy-E. 
Resplendent in a white sweat 
suit, his name badge spelling 
out "Eazy-E", his pants 
hanging down low enough to 
give him the general 
appearance of a halfway 
unwrapped Snickers bar, he 
surprised me not only with 
his reserved demeanor but 
also with his willingness to 
give up a block of his 

fave pastimes of cruisin’ the ‘hood, 
drinkin’ straight out the eight bottle, 
slappin' ho's, knockin’ niggas off the 


block and thinkin' up dope new ways in 
which to incorporate the def rhyme of 


“prick and "dick" into his latest 


musical magnum opus to pay the floors 


of the Seminar a Visit. 


Stood transfixed in one spot, 
Staring at him as he slapped 
skin with others of the rap 
trade, a thousand questions 
running through my mind. 
Was that an AK-47 shoved 
down his pants or was he just 
giad to see me? Shouldn't his 
badge read 
"Eazy'motherfuckin’-E?" And 
just how did they manage to 

it so many people into the 
fior of one car? With these 
questions burning in my 
mind, I hesitantly took a step 
towards him, certain that at 
any moment he would pull out 
a gat and cap my ass, or, 
worse yet, pull out a 
microphone and bust a fonky 
thyme about my cheap tennis 


shoes that would send me 
$ cringing off into a corner. As 


I inched closer, he and his 


f large bodyguard cohorts 


began 4o back towards the 


~ RStalator Veaving me liste 


time to react. Thrusting my 
body forward, I lurched at 
possibly the one chance I 
would have in my lifetime to 
touch a living piece of 
Americana- the hand of Eazy- 
E. My entire 18 years of 
existence flashed before me 
as I reached out my hand and 
uttered the only words 
conceivable at the time: 
“Whassup, man?" 
Staring back at me 
clasping his hands 
as if in prayer, he 
responded with the most 
beautiful words in the 
English language: “How ‘bout 
a wittle kizz?" 

Left somewhat starry- 
eyed by this encounter, I was 
almost unable to make it back 
to the seminar. Cruising 
around the sixth floor, I 
stopped and entered a room 
next to a panel-in-progress, 
where I was caught once again 
by the long arm of the law, 
this time manifesting itself in 
the form of an innocent 
looking janitor, who, after 
offering to free me for 35, 
handed me over to another 
security guard, saying “This 
guy says he lost his badge.” 
However, one minute and fifty 
feet later the guard turned to 
me and, in A perfectly 
serious voice, asked me this 
simple question:"What color 
did you say your bag was?" to 
which I gave the perfectly 
serious answer, "It was gray. 
I think I left it up on the 
seventh floor, Can I go up 
there now?” After receiving a 
yes reply, I ran down the four 
flights of stairs into the 


and 
into mine 
gently 


elevator, which for reasons 
unknown I took to the 32nd 
floor, It was then that I was 
spotted salvation. Nervous 
and overreactive from my 
previous two run-ins with the 
law, I decided that a better 
disguise was the solution to 
all my problems. Clearly my 
ambiguous rock star/music 
exec persona was not holding 
water; something new was 
needed. Lack of a black 
uniform eliminated guard 
impersonation; 1 doubted my 
Knuckle Sandwich credentials 
would give me access to 
anything but the men’s toilet 
stalls; in short, all seemed 
Vos Unti I heard a noise 


coming from down the hall. 
Turning around, I spotted my 
redeemer. Dressed in a 
simple uniform not unlike my 
own and pushing a vacuum, he 
looked like an ordinary 
enough human being. Yet, 
because of his janitorly 
position on the hotel staff, no 
guard would ever consider 
questioning him. This, then, 
was my hope for the future. 
Running to the fire exit and 
down the 26 flights of stairs, 


-I scanned diligently for 


anything which might turn 
plain, ordinary Matt Shawkey 
into Janitor Matt, salvation 
savior of the New Music 
Seminar. After a brief search 
I found it, nestled in a corner 
underneath the stairs. What 
ungodly purpose it served I 
don't know; what force of God, 
nature or the devil had placed 
it there in my path I don't 
know. What I did know was 
that it was there and it was 
mine: a bucket filled with 
detached table end wheels and 
a dust pan. Grasping the two 
objects of disguise, I felt a 
surge of energy rush through 
me and I strode out into the 


midst of the Seminar, sure 
that no one would question 
the purpose of my precious 
cargo. Sounding off such 
trade lingo as “Comin’ 
through! Comin’ through!”, I 
was the model exemplar of 
janitorial expertise. Nothing 
could stop me now. Of course 
I made it in time to catch 
about 3 minutes of the panel 
But that hardly mattered; I 
had met Eazy-E, I had seen 
the musical war machine at 
work, and I had disguised 
myself as a janitor. Nothing 
else remained to be done. 
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Qis- Butterfly Kiss- Though 
he fact that I have listened to 
othing but old Kiss and 
3lack Sabbath albums for the 
ast three months may render 
ay opinions worthless, I can 
ay that this is one of the 

nost touching, awe inspiring 
Ibums I have heard in quite 
ome while. Lois’ beautiful, 
weet, angelic voice, simple 
ove lyrics and even simpler 
{itar strums make music 

hat is minimalistic but 
woids the silly childishness 
of other bands on K. The fact 
hat I can actually listen to 
his record without wanting to 
lon diapers, down graham 
srackers and orange juice or 
Jay a quick round of patty 
cake makes it much more 
ippealing than the typical K 
woduct, and makes it 
yrilliant. 

: Records 


zodeine- Barely Real- While I 
idored "Frigid Stars", I can't 
welp but think while listening 
o this record that Codeine's 
‘sound” gets a bit tiresome at 
imes. These songs 

irag on longer than the ones 
om the album while not 
naintaining their intensity or 
sadness. Perhaps they need 
some new tragic event to occur 
o plunge them into new 
eights of existential despair 
xo that the buying public can 
mce again profit off their 
sorrow. 

‘esus Lizard/Nirvana- split | 
™-Both of these songs are ok. | 
The Nirvana side sounds like | 
in outtake from Nevermind | 
vith an added Helmet like 
start stop chorus, while the 
esus Lizard side sounds 
detty much like the Jesus 
izard, with interesting 
crunchy guitar work and 
imnoying phlegm globber 
vocals. fi 


Live YOUR 
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3 3 { 
By far the most entertaining 
portions of any academic textbook ° 
are the moments in which the 
author lets his own world views 
and opinions slip through into the 


normally objective text. My Biology 


textbook of last semester, for 
example, contained a highly 
amusing passage in which the 
author attempts to sneak in a plug 
for a compatriot in a paragraph 
concerning the mating calls of a 
particular species of bird: "Some 
Professors, such as ------- -=----- 
(name deleted for personal 
protection) can do wonderful 
impressions of bird mating calls.” 
On c can't help but wonder what 
purpose the author had in mind 
when he wrote this sentence. Did 
he expect students to rush in droves 
to catch a glimpse of this marvelous 


` professor's onomatopoeic talents? 


Or was he attempting to get this 
professor's students to stage a rally 
in support of an all bird mating call 
outdoor concert? Or was he simply 
trying to get in good with the 


| professor in order that he in turn 


might mention his marvelous skills 
at mimicking the fertility dance of 
the giant wildebeest? Even more 


amusing are incidences in which the 
author exposes the scientific world’s 


seeret underbelly of humor. In 
“Physiology of Behavior", the 
author exposes what has probably 
been a deeply hidden subject of 
under-the-breath snickering in 
neurobiology labs across the 
country for decades now. The 
author mentions the “Four F's" of 
behavior, “feeding, fighting, flecing 
and mating", apparently thinking 


handle the blunt reality of the 
fourth "F" Do neurobiology 
professors hang out in their labs 
saving things like "Hev, Tommy, 
heard you got really ‘fourth fed up 
last night” (nudge, nudge) or “So's 
your old lady been holdin’ back on 
the old ‘fourth f lately, Dr. 


“Killinger?” (wink, wink)? Just a side 


note. 


"sued 


Uptown Bones- 

"Naked/ Satan's Confusing 
Realm"- Though the Compulsiv 
catalog claims that this is “like 
if Pavement sotd their soul to 


the Devil”, | would say that it's | 


“like if Drive Like Jehu decided 
not to sell their souls to the 
devil, and kept being Orive Like 
; Jehu.” Which is not to say that 
this record is not good- it’s 
actually very listen able, well 
played and emotionally 
authentic sounding, but with a 
tad too much DLJ influence and 
a tad too many “yesh"'s for its 
own good. 

Tomuisiv Po Gox 15183, 

Chiraderthia PA 14120) 

Drive Like Jehu- Lp- 
-(Cargo)-This band’s rock ‘em 
sock’em live show at the 9:30 
Club convinced me to buy their 


their live prowess, albeit 

; without the Elvis- Like-Yet- 
Angrier lip snarls and skeet 
shootin’ rage ear plugs f the 
second guiarist. The music 


skilled and rhythm sectioning 
and screamed vocals) does 
provide a nice energy boost, 

' but eventually winds up 
depressing , as it seems 
inspired by the kind of anger 
that causes less musically 
skilled persons to kick trees, 
beat themselves into walls and 
drive their cars over cliffs in 


drunken rages. Very enjoyable 


Fuckers- “QuickCash/Coming 
concept record of the year, 
to back it up 


breaking into cash boxes, 


it were conceived, written, 

practiced and recerded within 
the space of an hour. With any 
luck the Fuckers will find that 


‘hes have their Finger an the 
Vise of Verges Audience 


% 
Hae America ond wil) Bate 
AS CR ee 71514) 


Cerna Nana AKM ne 


LP, which fairly well duplicates 


while nothing blindingly original 
(mostly composed of noisy, ear 
piercing guitar riffs, incredibly 


Home”- Quite possibly the best 


with the most ridiculous music 
“Crime Rock" as 


that his students would be-unable to! "EY put it, concerns itself with interesting mealtime 


| 


'Melvins-*solo albums- While 
the covers and insert posters 
on these albums are priceless, 
the music contained therien 
fairly well runs the gamut 
from mediocre to just plain 
bad. Joe's is ea sily the 
worst offender, with a 13 
minute long song that goes 
nowhere and two other boring 
songs, while Dale's and Buzz's 
have their moments but are 
for the most part uninspired, 
Kind of like a bowl of 
spagghettios with meatballs 
packaged inside a bottle of 
caviar in the inconsistency of 
their pleasure quotas and the 
disparity beteen their 
packaging and contents. 
Bowe fo bos roi Garrely CA 
ATOR) i 
Superchunk- "Hit Self 
Destruct" 10"- A fairly good 
release, though the highlight 
is the pretty acoustic version 
of Throwing Things, already a 
great song. The main 
attraction, Cadmium, pretty 
much sounds like anything 
else Superchunk has ever 
recorded, with the classic up 
the fretboard Superchunk riff 
stylings and. waily pre 
pubescent sounding vocals. 
The concept of a 10" with onl: 
one new song on it does strike 
me as a bit suspect, though.. 
| Mieg aighe Rards lite yeu Can feed 
Wiy aageny) 
Rollerderby: The main 
attraction in reading this zi 
is the feeling of knowing its 
creators as if they were 
longtime friends whose 
eccentricities and slightly 
twisted behaviors endeared 
them to you while providing 


discussion topics and pseud 


tucking all pigs everywhere and psychological theoretical 
making music that sounds as if 


ramblings. The zine has 
improved its content tenfold 
since the first couple of 
issues, moving from simply 
reproductions of dirty lette 
to actual articles while still 
maintaining a homey, 
personable edge. 

ay Lener HA iGverhentile, 


THE HEARRTCR- AK 


Franklin Killer 
smelled bad. No matter what 
amount of cologne, musk, anti 
deodorant, soap or perfume he 
splashed, lathered, soaked 
and rubbed into his skin he 
could not rid himself of the 
horrible stench that 
enveloped him and turned his 
day to day existence into an 
unending series of upturned 
noses, conspicuous mouth 
breathings and high pitched 
noises of nasal displeasure 
from both friends and 
passersby. "The ranker", his 
friends called him 
affectionately. He had 
learned to steel himself from 
the snide remarks of young 
children and passing gangs of 
adolescents and even from the 
looks of disgust given him by 
teachers and others in 
authority who, though 
managing to restrain from 

showing any displeasure 
while addressing other 
hideously deformed students, 
could not contain their 
revulsion upon first 
encountering the reek of "the 
ranker." What he could not 
accustom himself to was the 
isolation and loneliness that 
his strange disease caused 
him- even his closest friends 
could only bear to be in the 
same room as he for a short 
period of time before being 
driven away to a cleaner nose 
breathing environment, 
Which was why he now slept 
in a solo tent at the far end of 
the site his Boy Scout troop 
had chosen for their night's 
rest, his nylon sleeping bag 
encrusted with dried mucous 
and the salt from evaporated 
tears. The marshmallow roast 
of the night before had been 
great fun for all involved; 
what with the darkness of the 
night and the roar of the fire 


acting as great equalizing 
forces, Franklin had felt 
perfectly at ease retelling the 
stories his own dad had told 
him many years previous and 
sharing the emotions evoked 
in him by the sight of the 
dead deer they had run across 
earlier in the day. But 
afterwards he had to say good 
night and wander off to his 
own tent alone, crying, 
scorned by those who felt his 
foul smell would distract 
them from the serious 
business of sleeping and 
telling each other various 
made up sexual mishaps and 
adventures. He wept himself 
to sleep and woke up with a 
bad headache and two badly 
swollen, itching nipples, 
which he scratched intensely 
and deeply under his flannel 
work shirt, causing little 
shudders of pleasure to erupt 
all over his abdomen and 
stomach muscles. He had 
little time to savor it this 
morning, however. Lifting his 
head up slowly and stretching 
out his limbs to expel all 
their sleep time numbness, he 
crawled out of his sleeping 
bag and donned his day time 
clothes, fondling the heart 
covered pair of boxers his 
wife had given him on their 
fifth anniversary. During 
lonely times like this, they 
gave him consolation that all 
was not bad in the world- she, 
at least, loved him and would 
never leave his side, no 
matter his stench. Sniffling 
and looking lovingly upon 
them, he slipped out of the 
plain ones he had worn to bed 
and slid into the heart ones, 
carefully tucking in his still 
erect "morning bone" so as 
not to cause any embarrassing 
bulges as he set about waking 
up his campers and setting 


them about their daily duties. 


"Wake up, fellas!", he 
shouted, playfully rocking 
the cocooned campers onto 
their sides. "Time to get 
rollin!" 

Undaunted by the 
blank stares given him in 
return, Franklin began to 
designate task groups. 

"All right, Billy, you 
and Jimmy take down the 
tents. Joe, I want you and 
Kevin to sweep the area and 
fill in the latrine. And 
Marty, you and Melvin put out 
the fire." 

With vague mumbles 
serving as acceptance of his 
orders, the troop slowly 
crawled out of their bags into 
the morning sun and donned 
their day time clothes, 
preparing to fulfill their 
obligations as responsible 
campers. Franklin watched 
them with obvious glee, his 
hands thrusting on his hips 
and his elbows extended 
outward, his gut sucked in 
like some Mighty Mouse 

cartoon, his tucked in lips 
barely concealing a grin 
bursting to explode across his 
face. It gave him such pride 
to see his troops scurrying 
about under his commands- 
pride not only in his own 
commanding ability, but in 
the fine young men that these 
troopers would soon be 
molded into. He had himself 
been a scout many years ago, 
and felt that his life had been 

permanently changed as a 
result. The discipline, the 
comraderie, and most 
importantly the wilderness 
survival and woodworking 
skills he developed during 
his stint as a scout he felt had 
allowed him to move forward 
with his aspirations despite 


A Snoei stoey 


the handicap of his rancid 
smell, When not off with his 
troop, he proudly lived in a 
secluded hand built log cabin 
with his wife, whittling birds 
nests and pine box derby cars 
and key rings and selling 
them at fairs in nearby towns 
He earned enough money this 
way to buy the English 
Muffins, granola bars, trail 
mix, instant oatmeal and hot 
chocolate that provided the 
backbone of his happily 
meager existence. There was 
even a pond nearby where 
local lumberers and 
tradesmen gathered every 
once in a while to fish, drink 
beer, chew tobacco and 
generally relax and have a 
good time. Franklin eagerly 
joined them on such 
occasions, and was welcomed 
as one of their own despite 
his cherubic good looks and 
odd mode of dress. Pounding 
down the brews and laughing 
it up, united in their stench 
and foul manners, the group 
saw no reason to question 
Franklin's choice to wear his 
now several sizes too small 
Boy Scout uniform while on 
the pond, It was even a source 
of great humor whenever the 
seams ripped as Franklin 
bent over to pick up a fish or 
a beer, exposing his plain 
white underwear to the 
catca}ling good ol’ boys. “Ha 
Ha! Whatsa matta', Frankie?! 
Feelin' a bit tight around the 
proverbial seams? Ha ha." 
Now, however, dressed 
in his form fitting 
Scoutmaster uniform, he had 
other things to worry about. 
Noticing the large amount of 
water being used to 
extinguish the fire, Franklin 
began to fret, worried that thc 
troop may need it while on th 
trail. The blazing Arizona 


OF PLPBRIAVIS 


EN TNSTALLAEMS 


sun and the lack of any clean 
water resevoirs for fifteen 
miles in any direction would 
make survival on the trail 
difficult , and could cause the 
weakest and fattest of his lot 
to collapse and be left behind. 
Since such unpleasantness 
was to be avoided at all costs, 
he ordered the two boys 
extinguishing the fire to stop 
using the water and instead 
use other means to stamp it 
out. 

“Now you boys just make sure 
that you get every bit of that 
fire stamped out. Any little 
spark could set this whole 
forest up in flames, Pee on it, 
sit on it, spit on it, do . 
whatever you have to, but get 
it out." 

Assuming the 
problem solved, he resumed 
taking down his own tent and 
packing up for the day's 
journey. As he did so, he 
overheard the boys discussing 
in hushed tones their 
admiration for their leader's 
foresight in not allowing all 
of the water to be used, The 
thought that they may need 
the water later on had never 
even occurred to them. A 
swell of pride filled 
Franklin's heart. He did 
have the cleverness and the 
foresight to spot a misuse of 
resources- him and him alone. 
Surely he was a genius and a 
born leader, like Moses in the 
desert, made to bring his 
people out of the wilderness 
to their new homeland of 
Chipawanick county camp 
ground and Christian youth 
jamboree site. His strength 
and assuredness redoubled, 
Franklin finished packing 
and, donning his backpack, 
strode off to the center of this 
night's ground, inspecting to 
make sure that no refuse was 


ARNICA 
“TOOTH? SOAP: 


left behind and that it 
remained as mother nature 
intended, virginal and 
unspoiled. Glancing at the 
pile of dirt, saliva, urine and 
footprints that now covered 
the fire site, he noticed a 
single ember still burning in that? Huh? I think its 


the corner. Clenching his A dall 
A disgusting, and you should a 
fists and gritting his teerh;he be ashamed of yourselves" he 


struggled to hold back a 


forest alone that could be 
wiped out forever, gone, 
extinct, ptui, with this single 
ember that one of you couldn't 
even be bothered to drop a 
globule of spittle onto! You 
want to know what I think of 


shouted and, as if to 
apie ae rece ee emphasize his point, pulled 
lee age assem e out his Swiss army knife, 


“Boys! Get over here!", he 
shouted in a voice 
uncharacteristically gruff for 
his usually mild mannered 
self. Sensing his anger, the 
scouts quickly dropped their 
bags and shuffled quietly to 
the fireside, their heads 
bowed in shame though For the rest of the 
unaware of any wrongdoing. 15 rning the troop was silent. 


“Do you remember anything at inder of their 
all of what I told youabout The reman 


that fire? Fire is not 

something to be taken lightly! 
It is our friend, a tool given to 
us by God'for the furtherment impossible and prevented the 


of our species; but if left to boys from lifting their heads 
run out of control can become for fear of eye contact or 


our mortal enemy! Fire can acknowledgement of their own 
both create and destroy, and existence by the others. Only 
with this little ember that one indistinct mutterings of 
of you carelessly left “thanks” or "move" could be 
burning, you could have heard as they finally 
destroyed not only this entire strapped on their packs and 
forest and the incredible loped in a line behind 

aces 5 ere ped in 
diversity of life found within franklin onto the rock 
it, but your fellow scouts and covered trail. Their 
pepeg eet as ee movements that day were 

o you remember those photos 
I showed you of the boys who shadowed by the heavy 
were playing with matches 
and started a fire in their 
garage? Remember how gross 
they looked? Well, how 
would you like to be that way? 
Or how would you feel 
knowing you destroyed an 
entire ecosystem with your 
carelessness? There are 
certain species of birds that 
live in this forest and this 


opened the blade, and cut a 
thin slice down the center of 
his index finger, allowing the 
plood to fall in hissing drops 
onto the rapidly fading 
ember. 

"Now, boys, let's not let it 
happen again.” 


preparations for departure 
were pervaded by an awkwarc 
silence that made even 
desired communication 


presence of Franklin's 
bizaare morning actions and 
the fear that something even 
more drastic may be lurking 
in the far reaches of their 
fearless leadcer's twisted 
mind. They clutched tightly 
at the straps of their 
backpacks and made certain 
_of their positions ahead of 
Franklin, who was now 


Mustard- -hung 


leading the pack from the 
front. 
Looking at the trail, 
Franklin began to question 
his own sanity. He had never 
before taken such a drastic 
step to control the actions of 
his troops- besides a few 
occasions, he had never so 
much as raised his voice in 
anger at the boys, much less 
slice his own finger. Well, 
maybe once or twice.. What 
could have caused him to take 
such a step? Perhaps it could 
have simply been the cranky 
mood he had woken up in this 
morning. Headaches had a 
way of making him overly 
sensitive to the slightest 
touch, to the point that he 
found himself screaming 
obscenities at anything which 
rubbed him in the wrong 
direction. But that couldn't 
be it- even in times of the 
worst headache he had 
managed to maintain some self 
control. Perhaps there was 
something deeply wrong 
inside of him- he did have a 
history of crazies in his 
family, his grandmother being 
locked up for about a year 
after she tried to run the 
family car through the wall of 
a liquor store and his father, 
afraid of an impending red 
invasion, attempting to build 
a bomb shelter out of firewood 
and Krazy Glue.. but he had 
heard that those traits 
weren't carried on any 
particular genes, just kind of 
developed in their own minds 
and left to fester, twisting 
themselves around’ until they 
exploded in one violent act. 
But no, it had to be something 
deeper than that. He was 
obviously, seriously 
disturbed. He stared at the 
blood dried on his thumb and 
realized his dilemna. He i 


loved blood. He couldn't get 
enough of the stuff, in fact, 
Remembering back to his 
formative years, he could 


HANDKERCHIEF CODE (GAY 
MALE): a series of 
colored handkerchiefs 
worn by gay men to in- 
dicate their sexual pref- 
erences. According to 
the code, the following 
rules apply: 

Red--fists 

Dark blue--Greek 

Light blue-- French 

Robin's eeg blue--69 


Orange--versatile 
Yellow--water sports 
Green--buying/selling 
Gold--threesomes 
Olive drab--military/uni- 
forms 
White-- masturbation 
Gray--light S&M or B&D 
Biack--heavy S&M 
Brown--scat 
Purple--piercing/genitorture |. 
Pink--dildoes/sex aids 


recall many instances in 
which the mere sight of blood 
was enough to cause him to at 
at least grimace pleasantly, 

In fact, one time, he had even 
put his hand in his mouth 
after cutting it and had liked 
it. 
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